ed the Methodist Assembly at Arci-
dia Sunday.

i ot T T

crop indieations are very good. Mrs.

Firmin Manley came in Saturday

' rather meet s nice man than
gee the Abbey,” Priscilla War-
rington admitied to herself, a8
she whirled down Piceadilly in
a hansom and cyed the puiss-

ern-by.

The sentiment may have indieated
low tastes; but it must be urged in
extentuation that, during two months
on the Continent, Priseilla had met
many besutiful  esthedrals, and no
nice mon,  Not that the men hid' been
wimppreciative.  From Naples to Bor-
lin, from Budapest to Paris, resplendoni
offivers, roystering  students,  galinnt
citinenn of " many types, had invited
her smiles; but she had not dared to
amile.

“In our country,” she explaingl,
when writing to s home friemd, "one
knows thiat & man will stop whon ono
eropuses one's (ingers and says ‘Iilllﬁ'n
X' but 1 doubt, T seriously doubt,
wheihier thest heavenly amnogels, in
comic-opera clothes, understand  the
rules of the guoe."”

And so, bring a wise young woman,
with 4 wholesome respeet for unknown
explosives aa well as o mighty L'II'I'IM:{
concerning thom, Miss Warrington had,
while traveling, restricted her smiles
to the runks of bell boys, wsitors, and

srters, and had elminated  from
[::-: ealculations all men who could
not be tipped.  The small coin of the

m, #o she fofind, furnished nn
exeollont line of demarestion. Now,
at the end of June, Priscilla wos estab-
. lished in England, and was findiog
difficulty innfeeping her smiles from
besoming catholic.  As she looked from
her cab, she reflected that there was
something very satinfying about tweeds
and bowlers, after a surfeit of uni-
formes and ecaps.  These big, sturdy
men, with the strong mouths amd the
boyish eyes, reminded her of the
dear, safe, comfortable men at home.
They looked us though thoy might
know the ruloa of the game and sbide

by them.

“But 1 don't know any of the erea-
tures,” sighed Priscilla; then  she
brightened, Weren't the rest of her
arty well under way for Windsor?
Indn’t she s whole, smiling Junn day
all to herself? Wasn't she wearing

her smartest frock and hat in horior
of the Clarksons, with whom she wis
going to have ten, afteér secing the
Abbey and 8t, Margarct's? .

“Btop st Bt Man aret’s first,”
she smd blithely o the eabby, as
he turned into Westminster; and when
he drew up before the church and she
stepped out with a froufrou of ehiffons,
she signed to him to wait. Extrava-
anee, of course; but this was a day
or cxiravaganee.

The slonder figure was swallowed
by the old gray doorway. Inside the
church there wias a shadowy quicl,
rose perfumed, A few tourists buszed
al out, under the eye of a dignified
werger, bul  Priseilla  did not join
them. She was 8 merourinl young
woman, prone to shifting moods;
atid now, all of a sudden, she felt
distinetly “churchy.”  The word is
her own; but it désoribes well nough
the vague, yearning emotionalism which
prompted her Lo slip into an out-of-
the-way pew and drop upon her knees.
When she rose the tourists had van-
ished, but o up of (ashionably
dressed  folk replaced them, dnd
others were drifting . .

“Therg's going to be a wservice,”
thought Priscilla, stil) in soulful mood.
“1 helieve I'll stay for it.”’

She sett ack in her seat; but,
grudunlly, she realized that the ehar-
neter of the ing was sonreely
devout. B y seemed to know
everybody else, and conversation,
thatigh Il!lbdl.lt'.ri,

Mowed freely. The
girl's brain searc and f

ound tho
answer to the riddle. A wedding!

Cunningham will return some time
later,
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By Eleanor Hoyt Brainerd

A very swell wedding! Al outsiders,
snve her, bnd been shooed ot af the
churel; but she had hoen overlooked,
Of course she wos an intruder; but
leaving now would be in the oature
of lonking a gift bor=e in the mouth,
s she stuyed until the ceromony had
tieny 'lt-lfnl’lnﬁl, the hridal party hnd
tralled down the aisde, and the crowd
was preoning isoll for flight, Thon
ghe passed out into the sunlight,
throngh the runks o which she did
not belong.

Motors  and  earringes  galore  wero
in waitlng,  One hy one. they recetveil
their  arnstoeratic  freight  and  rolled
awny; and, we Priscilla stood watehing,
a bansom foreed ity woy i between &
big Panhard and a lusicious vietoria
snd 4 smiling jeln beekonsld to her.
She steppeid into the eab, the driver
eracked hia whip, nad they were off
in the wike of the coronetid earringes
and the gorgeous cars.  The eabman
waited for no order, und in her excite-
ment she overlooked the faet that the
Abbey was still unseen and that ghie
had not given the Clarkson's address,
Not untl the provession tuened off
from Pull Mall and wos bowling slong
past Green Park did it dawn upon ber
that sho wis still attending the wodding.
The giesta were all going on to the
roception, wiml the driver fmd taken it
for granted (hot she was one of the
olost,  Her hand went hastily up toward
the little window in the top of the eab,

ghter, Miss Lavinia,

B il

" Tucsday, and from| aries - where the

hiesitated, stopped short, dropped back
into her lip. It waoulid be }ll!l Lo s
where the bride lived.  The procession
hnbted,  Far down the line guests wero
loswving their corvinges and  mounting
the stops of a hig imposing housp,
Now way the time for gseape—=-not now;
the strect was blocked. 1t would be
neocssary Lo stay in line and follow
the emply vehiclea to the [irst eornor
beyond  the house, Little by lictle,
thes eud jorked its way toward the
spot where the awning and the oarpet
ran down to the cirb

“Why not? A flush eame into Pris-
cilla’s chieeks, o sparkle into her oyes,
Why not?  All her traditions, inheritod
and sequirdd, rase to offor conclusive
answers to the gquestion; but she put
them nside.  Fven the veriest Puritdn
may have his moment  of  madness
Priseilla's wus apon her.  The spirit
of sdventure ld her in its grip, and
shee (ung the proprigtios, the docencics,
to the wind, Lt %o luege a crowd, who
would ever know? She had alwiyve
wanited 1o do something renlly shook-
ing.  Hero was her goldin opportunity.

The fates bnd cast it ol her fect,

The cab was stopping, & magnificent
being in livery was opening the doors,
time  for

the hesitation  was  past,

“I don’t belong in there. 1
wasn’t invited.”

il e

imported l':‘

e ver “a petion
the strike at|the ovder of the court incorporating, bl
trouble started.|the city of Bonne Terre he set aside
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A young porson, with the air of & Vore
de Vere, paid and dismissed s naildly
intoxicated enbman, trailed an unmise
takubly  Parisian  frock slong  the
critson earpot, and can the gauotlet
of wore magnificeat bangs in livery.

A moment luter she found bhersell

alone in o crowd and wwaske to her
iiguity. Now that she stopped to
think, the thing was horrible, an of-
fense ngainst every law of good breed-
ing. She must cseape. Panie descended
upon Ler; she started toward the door,
antd, at that momenl, & plessant
musciiline  voice into  her
ear, “Awlul orush, isn't i7"
_ Prisulla gave a little unsp of terror,
Guilt wrs written upom every line of
her face, but the man with the admir-
i eyes did not seem to notice ber
dizminy.

“lady Mary makes an attraclive
bride,” he waps sayiog when the oul-
it regained her well-posscasion  auf-
iwiently to listen. “They say the old
Duke hus been very keen about thia
mateh, He does look pleasod, doesn’t
he? you know, you are lookin
bt fagged.  Can I'get you anyLhing?

“Fagged!” Prostrated was the more
ndoquate word; and yet—and yet—
a returning joy of life was making
iaell felt in Priscilla's hoart.  Tad
sho not smd she would rather meet
A nice man than see the Abbey? Well,
she hud oot seen the Abbev; but here
was o man, and indications pointed to
his belng “nice.”  Priscilla’s  spirita
rose. He seemed like & direet answer
to prayer; snd, though undeserving, one
need not be unappreciative.  And so
she amiled at him, deliberatoly, radi-
antly, fully realizing that he was not
hell fmy nor waiter nor porter, quite
canvincod that sbe would not be allowed
to tip him for service rendered. e
caught the smile and exchanged an-
other for it

“So hungry as that?" he wsked

“ Famished "

He look possession of her, steorod
her through the erowd, Tound .n seat
for hor in a little morning room  ouf
of the confusion, and left her there
while he went on f(orage. She nestled
baek comfortably among the eushions
and watched him horrying down the
hall. Vlwen his back wis likable, sueh
a fing steaight, broad-shouldered, enpu-
ble sort of n bygck. Thire was n man
who would got the best of whatever
Iny boyond the dining-room doors
And yot there was u theory that the
way of the trang was  hurd!
Priscilla shook her head. The way
of the transgrossor, like the descent
to Avernus, was essy; and so it seomed
—joyous, withal.

The Nice Man was back in m few
momenta, bearing plunder that jus-
tified beliefl in him.

“Tha heat [ eould do, short of felling
soores of England’s soblest nod reach-
ing the buffet over their bodies,” he
said gavly.

1t lnoks delicious,” Priseilla mur-
mured; but, unexpeetedly, a scruple had
como out from under the asneathetio
w overwhelmed it, with all
of itg kind, and was assuring Lhe hungry
young womaun that gho couldn't )ouiﬁ\'
vat the food of hoxts who did not
evon, know her. When it cameo to
the bresking of bread—well, having
swallowod a camel, one ought not to
strain ot o gnat; but every wrongdoer

drawlod

draws s ling somewhere, Now, the
Nice Man was different.  Ho hndn't

sctually been provided by the Duke.
Tlal::ml: wul}llil bn'nntiil mnrtj #in nht
1 Wh ospit in .pnmrx:ﬁng
him, so long as he himself was willing.

Apparently, the Nieahlhprhad no
ouriosity in to t girl's, name
home u"r‘rdrkndl. _That she kad

brown eyes, with ts in them,
oy n vy e, g sl
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